IV
PANIC GRASS AND FEVERFEW
ON August I8th9 twelve days after the bomb burst,
Father Kleinsorge set out on foot for Hiroshima from
the Novitiate with his papier-mache suitcase in his
hand. He had begun to think that this bag, in which
he kept his valuables, had a taiismanic quality, because
of the way he had found it after the explosion, standing
handle-side up in the doorway of his room, while the
desk under which he had previously hidden it was in
splinters all over the floor. Now he was using it to
carry the yen belonging to the Society of Jesus to the
Hiroshima branch of the Yokohama Specie Bank,
already re-opened in its half-ruined building. On
the whole, he felt quite well that morning. It is true
that the minor cuts he had received had not healed in
three or, four days, as the rector of the Novitiate, who
had examined them, had positively promised they
would, but Father Kleinsorge had rested well for a
week and considered that he was again ready for hard
work. By now he was accustomed to the terrible scene
through which he walked on his way into the city:
the large rice field near the Novitiate, streaked with
brown; the houses on the outskirts of the city, standing
but decrepit, with broken windows and dishevelled
tiles; and then, quite suddenly, the beginning of the -
four square miles of reddish-brown scar, where nearly
everything had been buffeted down and burned;
range on range of collapsed city blocks, with here and
there a crude sign erected on a pile of ashes and tiles
(*4 Sister, where are you ?" or *c All safe and we live